Picking Flowers

When he saw Her, he thought She was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. Her brown
skin was a deeper, darker color than he’d ever seen in person. It seemed to glow in the sunlight. her
eyes were just as dark, almond shaped, and framed by dark lashes. Her eyes were so dark they
devoured Her pupils, giving the illusion of a fawn’s innocent gaze. Her lips, possibly his favorite part,
were full and turned up at the edges making her look as if she was always smiling. A large mass of
dark hair framed her ethereal face, he’d never seen anything like it. It seemed to billow around Her
like a cloud and appeared soft as sheep’s wool. Her figure was mostly concealed by a long flowing
white dress, but he imagined it was just as beautiful as Her face. She was exotic, beautiful, and pure.

This wasn’t the first time he’d seen her, but it was the first time in the light of day. The night
before he’d seen her dancing. Music floated through the air making Her flow and spin. She was
nothing short of enchanting. He was consumed by longing he’d never felt before. He craved her like
no other woman he’d ever seen, even his wife. He just knew that she was a gift from God. A
blessing wrapped in the most alluring package, laid out just for him. He felt as if the world shook
around him and there was a heartbeat under his feet. He bent to pick a flower from a nearby bush
but was pricked by an unseen thorn. It embedded itself into his skin and drew blood. He swore and
withdrew his hand. Now put in a foul mood he ventured back to his hotel.

However, when he saw her now nothing could stop him from approaching. He felt a pull
towards her like destiny. As he walked towards her, he became even more sure he needed her to be
his. She was by a flower stand, admiring a bouquet of roses. This close to her he could see she was
adorned in gold. It decorated her entire body. Earrings and cuffs, bangles and necklaces. She
appeared to have gold under her skin with the way she glowed. He decided to just take a risk, and

ask to see her sometime.
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“Excuse me, Miss,” He said, “I’m new to this land and need some help becoming familiar
with it, could you help me?”

“Of course, I'd be happy to.”” She said with a hesitant smile. Her soft, sweet voice lulled and
flowed over him like honey.

“I’'m Damien.” He told her.

“My name is Makeda,” She replied.

“Should we meet at the greenhouse?”

She agreed and that’s what they did. The greenhouse held a sharp floral and citrus scent. The
air was slightly sticky with heat. It was beautiful with its tropical flowers and large reflecting pool
with a statue of a woman and a fawn in the center. He liked it there and he was glad to show it to
her. He led her to a stone bench and there they sat and talked. While they were there, he told her of
his homeland.

“There are big cities with fancy houses,” he told her.

Out of politeness, she pretended to be enthralled by his stories of high society. He told her
she would love it there.

“When I leave, you should come back with me, at least for a visit,” he proposed.

“Maybe,” she responded even though she was quite certain she wouldn’t.

Many of their conversations were like this as they spent time together.

He was becoming obsessed with her. Even when he wasn’t there he saw her, felt her. In the
wildflowers he saw, in the spices he smelled in the market. He wanted her, all of her. Her heart, Her
soul, Her body. He went to the greenhouse nearly every day for two weeks. Even when rain could be
seen pattering on the greenhouse glass instead of sun streaming through, he went. Though they
spent endless time together she still seemed wary of him. Every word she spoke seemed hesitant.

Every smile too. But that day was different, she decided to take a chance on him.
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When she walked in his attention was immediately directed away from the greenery and
towards her, the sunlight cast her in a heavenly glow.

“Do you want to go somewhere else? I want to show you something?” She said when she
made her way over to him.

He agreed so she led him to a vast field. For the first time, she gave him an unrestrained
smile. Her white teeth were a sharp contrast against her dark skin.

She told him it was a magical place and to give it the respect it deserved. Though confused he mostly
ignored these words. The grassy field had a dusting of white wildflowers. A cool breeze blew
through the field, filling the air with a sweet scent.

He couldn’t think of a better moment to make her his. To own her, to have her. He realized
he wasn’t good enough for her, but he was okay with that, he was okay with ruining her. He ran his
free hand along her velvety smooth cheek, then the column of her throat to her collarbone. His
other hand found her waist and a chorus of nos dripped from her lips. So he kissed her to silence
them. To him, her lips tasted so sweet. To her, his lips tasted of poison. She thrashed, attempting to
free herself to no avail. Then her panic and fear morphed to rage.

Her hand found the dagger concealed by her flowing dress. She gripped it tightly, then used
all her strength and all the anger in her heart to drive the dagger sharply into him. When he felt the
pain erupt, he released her and staggered back. Eyes that moments before were filled with lust, were
now filled with hate.

That’s okay, she thought, I hate him too.

Hated that he thought he could take what wasn’t his without consequence.

Damien fell to his knees, the ornate dagger still sticking out of his chest. His blood painted
the white flowers red, his eyes became glassy, and as his life slipped away the earth took him.

Wrapping him in a shroud of dirt and grime.
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The once beautiful place was now tainted. Makeda would never return and animals avoided
it, sensing defilement. Once a brave fawn wandered in and then dropped dead from the smell of evil,

blood, and rot.





